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younger brother, and Alphonse confided to him many things
which he kept secret even from Louis Marchand, his best
comrade—his ideals, his hopes, his youthful enthusiasm for
beauty and poetry He confessed one day that there was an
unbridgeable gulf between him and his father
"It is extraordinary, he said, but my father and I sit
at table like strangers I think we are shy of each other *
6 It often happens like that between father and son "
Alphonse Chartier was astonished that it should be so
"I have a great admiration for him, and I think he is
devoted to me, and yet we simply can t talk to each other
except about trivialities ' There is a kind of inhibition on
both sides I could no more discuss the ideals of beauty and
art with him than I could strip myself naked on the Place du
Chiteau before the American tourists '
'There is always a gulf between the two generations,"
said Armand
Alphonse shook his head
* That doesn't explain it quite I can say anything to you.
And yet you are a middle-aged man
That was rather a blow Armand Gatifcres was a man of
thirty five He did not feel middle aged Sometimes he
felt as young as Alphonse Chartier and his fellow students
The war years did not seem to count They were nightmare
years—a bad dream—between the rest of his life before and
afterwards
"My father,*' said Alphonse, not aware of the dagger he
had stuck into the heart of his friend, "would very much like
to meet you one day
"Erwhantt'" said Armand
"He has some rather fine old books," said Alphonse * He
wants to show them to you, if it wouldn't bore you too much "
"I should be very much interested "
"There is also my sister Yvonne," said Alphonse "She
has heard a lot about you from me and is extremely anxious
to meet you *

